AFTER   EVEREST
of a field with a wall all round it—a high, insuperable wall.
The field was human capacity, the wall human limitations.
The field, I remember, was a bright and uniform green,
and we were walking towards the edge—very near the
edge now, where the whitish-grey wall said: " Thus far,
and no farther." This almost concrete sense of being near
the limit of endurance was new to me, and though I have
often felt the presence of a Companion on the mountains
who is not in our earthly party of climbers, I have only
on this single occasion had this definite vision of limitation.
With it I went to sleep, and slept remarkably well, though
I woke up at five with my extremely sore throat even
worse than before, and with the unwelcome announcement
by Norton that the cork had come out of the thermos
flask and there was nothing for it but to melt some more
snow and make more coffee.
So it was twenty to seven before we started, taking
with us a few cardigans, a thermos flask of coffee and
a vest-pocket Kodak: nothing else save ice-axes and a
short rope.
The ground over which we started was easy but trying ;
scree, which slipped while we were trying to mount it,
and rocks, which provided simple scrambling. It was
intensely cold, but ahead of us we saw a patch of sun-
light, and strained every nerve to reach this and get warm.
There was one broad patch of snow across which Norton
chipped steps, and once over this the slippery scree ended
and we climbed for the rest of the day on rocks—easy
rocks, though all the ledges sloped outwards and many of
them were covered with small stones which made one feel
rather insecure. The sun, however, was kind to us, and
cheered us on our way. Even the wind was not so bad
as it had been the day before. We had, in fact, the best
possible weather conditions ; if only we had not started
on our climb already a couple of invalids, emaciated and
enfeebled by the bad weather of the last few weeks.
About 700 or 800 feet above our camp the effects of
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